FOOTSLOGGER

whirled and hurled up and down the elevators of the Woolworth
Building and the Pennsylvania Hotel, we were hurried to Atlantic
City, This playground, looking out across the wide blue seas
of the Atlantic, beggars all description to an English reader.
Its piers arc labelled "The Million Dollar Pier," "The Two
Million Dollar Pier," and there arc many of them. They serve
no purpose for shipping, but upon their boards can be found
every kind of entertainment, foolery, romance, and stupidity.
Despite Prohibition the bars were doing a roaring trade, while,
as I was told, the Sheriff and the Police collected commissions
from the bar tenders for such lawful permission.

Evelyn Thaw, the heroine of New York's murder sensation,
controlled a dancing palace, and it was but one of hundreds
which blared forth their jazz music right round the clock of
night. I was pursued by photographers, cinematograph operators,
vendors of postcards, iced drinks, illicit literature, and hawkers
of every kind.

We attended the Great Conference Hall, and various of us,
numerous sub-sections of the Conference. " Bill" Crawford,
spell-binder, held the vast audience of the Conference in his grip,
while he talked of the English rose, and in his fingers held aloft
an imaginary torch of progress. " We have a torch," he declared,
again " a torch," again " a torch." He sought his notes, but
these had been grabbed from the table by one of the reporters,
and on this note we voted, and the torch carried the Convention to
London.

I found myself, one morning, in the Community Advertising
Department* When I went in I possessed not the foggiest idea
of whatcc community advertising " meant. But I made a speech.
It really did not matter what it was about, but it was filled with
fine elocution and was urgent of the Wembley mission. Solemnly
I was elected First President of the Community Advertising
Department, whose function was to boost cities and pleasure
resorts. No speech was ever more appropriate than mine,
showing Wembley as the Mecca of the wise, the acquisitive, the
curious, and the get-rich-quick.

Those who attended this Convention were a queer collection,
go-getters, a hundred per cent boosters, serious business executives,
judges of the American High Court, spell-binding clergy, up-
lifters, account-hunters, propagandists, politicians, in fact every-
one who hoped to grind an axe on the stone of public opinion.

From Atlantic City I returned to New York, visiting a host